Whenever I am alone, away from public eyes, I indulge.

I possess an expanse of endless space, a planet all to myself, hills and valleys covered in smooth tiles.  The air is warm, the breeze quiet and gentle.  The sun is never blinding, and the clouds never rain.  My environment is surreal perfection.  Everything is as it should be.

When I begin touching myself, I think.  I don't watch my actions.  I feel my own fingers on my sex, but it's as if they belong to someone else.  My mind is elsewhere.

It's something I can't do in the presence of a partner.  Now, without any loving words to say, I am left to my own devices.  I am free to fill in the void of loneliness with anything my mind should come up with - because one knows that sex is better when played as a team.

Perhaps it was this initial loneliness that had driven my desires.  Thinking about it, I begin humming "So Ronery", and I giggle when I realize what I'm doing.

I shouldn't be thinking about things like these when I pleasure myself in this peaceful silence.

I want to touch my breasts.  My arms shift downwards, alongside my body.  A new pair grows and I seize my nipples immediately.

I'm an accomplished sorceress.  I have fashioned my body to my liking.  I was looking great to start with... but I had to fall in to temptation.  I had to sport a bigger chest, wider hips, a firmer and rounder rump.  I had applied my knowledge of transformation to change from a beauty to an irresistible vixen.  I had neither qualms nor shame about designing my perfections.  I did not even remain with the same looks all the time.  I adjusted my proportions whenever I felt like it.  Sometimes, I was in the mood to sport a pear shape.  Other times, I went for the hourglass.  As time went on, I pushed the limits a little more, until I found perfection in a massive pair of breasts, or a shelf-like rear taken to a size where one could have sat on my hip.

...Well, the next step was inevitable.  I found new extremes to push.  I wouldn't claim that I thought outside of the box, but rather that I pushed on its size and expanded it, to give me more room to think.  And the more I thought, the more I felt the need for an even bigger box.

Vicious circle.  Sexy circle.

I'm also a hermaphrodite.  I seize my cock in a third pair of hands.  I feel the pleasures of both sexes, fully, with my own hands.  Nothing is done halfway.  Everything gets full attention.  Whereas one would divide in three, I multiply.

I'm a multiplicator.  My [i]modus operandi[/i] is to say "More."

I used to sport tame looks.  Four arms.  Four breasts.  Two heads.  A taur body.  The classics were fun to wear, but satisfaction was short.  My drug was no longer giving me the effect I was hoping for.  I craved pleasure.  I craved attention.  I wanted the next pair of eyes to look upon me to look big like quarters, wide open and round, face held still in genuine surprise.

I feel better now.  I feel the sensations coursing through my body.  As I lie in my safe haven, I let my voice ring towards the sky.  I call out to no one in particular.

I grow a second head.  I turn and kiss myself.  My moans are silenced.

What is the feeling of kissing and being kissed?  The feeling of having two pairs of lips that touch each other, breathing in and out all at once, looking into one's own pairs of eyes?  I am beyond description.  I had realized that there are things that one must try for herself; much like the best explanation for the taste of strawberries is... "strawberries".

I find myself with a second shaft.  This needs a new pair of hands to take care of them.

I feel the first stage of my sexual appetite.  I'm tipsy.  My mind wobbles inside my head.  I feel like I am moving even though I am lying on the floor.

My nipples leak.  They grow bigger.  They split.  I have two - no, I have three nipples to a breast, each of them giving away a trickle, soon turning into a stream, and a river.

I'm a creature of abundance, inside and out.  I possess more than I could have possibly contained.

The more I watch myself leak, the better I feel.  My thoughts become more centered.  I crave sex.  I want sex.  I want it now.  And there is no one around me.  The best I can do is please myself.

Bumps line up along my body.  My second, third and fourth pair of breasts appear and grow.  A third breast appears at the topmost row, squeezing itself a place between the originals.  Everything on my extended chest is of equal size.  One couldn't distinguish the origin from the copies.

A river flows before me.  I look at it - it's milk, my own milk flowing down the hill and creating a lake at the bottom of one valley.

I squirm.  I hug myself.  I have ten pairs of arms to play with.  My body extends.  My rump grows bigger, my legs thicker, until they split and become four, and split again to become eight, my new taur look lining itself up with sheathes, breasts and balls.  When I look at myself, I find out I am triply endowed between each pair of legs, two cocks pointing slightly down while the last is caught between the cleavages of pair after pair of breasts that add their flow to the ongoing river.

Breasts and tentacles appear on my back.  I give myself a cushion and some pillows.  I lie on my own sensitive, generous milktanks, and leaning myself against them pushes me to leak even more.  My tendrils have trouble finding space.  They grow from my shoulders, my collarbone and the back of my neck.  They seize my multiple chests and knot themselves into light designs of bondage that I alter everytime.

I throw my heads back.  My first orgasm.

I cum, cum, and cum 'till I've filled another valley to my side.  I give away more than I could have possibly housed within myself, even if I had been entirely hollow.  And in the end, it turns out I am still leaking my cum and juices.  I'm not even doing anything in particular, but it doesn't change the fact that I have broken a dam inside of myself - that my sexes will keep on giving until I actually will them to stop.

I am too happy to give this sacrilegious order.

When I get up, I find my stance to be wobbly.  Despite my eight legs, I am constantly on the verge of falling over.  I am overgrown.  I am overmultiplied.  By breasts lay before my eyes as platforms of their own, nipples large like bottles, while my shafts have grown to such a size that my arms have become tentacles, spiraling their way from sheathes to heads, hands the culmination to a work I perform on myself.

Second stage.  The stage of precision.  I become a veritable machine, all-seeing and all-knowing about myself, yet not thinking about it.  I reach for all the sweet spots and do all the right things to myself as if I had been programmed to do so, able to do things behind my own back without even looking.  I masturbate a set of cocks out of my sight - all twelve of them - and I can't see what I'm doing to them... but I can feel.  I can feel them all; I can tell where each sensation is coming from.

I need more.

I'm a multiplicator.  My [i]modus operandi[/i] is to say "More!"

I reach all the way to the back of myself and slip my fingers into my cunt.  I pull.  I pull.  I pull until I'm stretched to fantastic measures.  And my sex becomes two.  It splits.  It becomes four.  It splits again.  I have four tightly packed vaginas between my rearmost, always bent-over legs, rump high and rounded.  I pass my fluffy tail over the group of slits and take sweet delight as they join the river around me.

I didn't do that sort of thing before.  I used to be more reserved... but what is reserve to fantasy?  One life-changing day, I figured out that my limits were the fruits of my imagination.  With my practice, my desire, my will and my potency, I could fancy myself as anything my mind could conceive.  If I could think of it, I could be it.  I could do it.  I grew to prove to myself that I could be and do more, oh so much more than the boredom of the average!

Ten legs.  Twelve legs.  Sixteen legs.  Twenty-six.  Forty.  Sixty.  A train of long and beautiful legs follows me.  I am spread out, limbs pushed apart by several sheathes to a spot, a dozen of them each housing anywhere from three to eight of my cocks.  Some are hard, some are flexible - some are given tentacles or even a little pair of hands - I have self-reliant sexes, able to do their own thing without my intervention.  The hornier I get, the more I masturbate.  The more I masturbate, the hornier I get.

Vicious circle.  Sexy circle.

I realize that I've gone past two dozen heads.  Everything is a blur.  I see several things and places all at once, but I can't explain how.  I know what each head sees.  I know what each breast feels.  Poke me, touch me anywhere; I could be the size of a planet and I could know the source of this feeling.

I collapse.  I rest, tentacles on one side, globes on another.  My tendrils cover my entire taurback, long and mobile, more than enough to take care of whatever I don't feel like doing with my hands - or my feet.

Before I know it, I am lost in a sea of kisses and lovemaking.  My body has gone full circle.  I lick my own pussies and penetrate myself, filling myself until the amount of cum along is enough to make me pregnant.  Like nothing my torsos become flat once again, and I just do it all over from the start.  I fill myself.  I am bottomless.  My source is infinite and my demand is able to match.

I lay atop a pile of my own body.  I am so long, that I am curved here and there, passing over myself, allowing me to fuck myself or suck myself off.  I deepthroat my cocks with an unbelievable ease.  I swallow around them.  I ripple my throats and my sexes back and forth, like an invisible hand guiding to an even greater pleasure.

It's a scenario I've done too often.

Vicious circle.  Sexy circle.

It's always the same.  I end up with more of myself than I could count.  But the process, the growth, the path from standard to strange is a delight that I never get tired of.  [i]This[/i], is different every time.  There is always a new kink or a new manner of doing things.  I love to feel a new pair of breasts appear upon me.  I adore the sight of my cocks splitting to become two.  I have grown addicted to the unique sensation of feeling sex in more than just one place.  I'm hopelessly crazy.

I scream.  I cum a torrent.  Everything that can leak gives away a flow that makes the surrounding area almost dangerous.  Alone, I can allow myself to shriek at the top of my lungs, let myself be a little disgraceful just because I can.  I have no front I need to put up.  I can do all sorts of faces without worry of the impression I make.

I collapse.  I pant.  I catch my breath.

I'm a multiplicator.  My [i]modus operandi[/i] is to [i]be[/i] more.

And more, I have become.

I have a countless number of arms.  My torso has grown to take in all this flesh I've given myself.  Reaching between my first pair of legs is a dizzying process already.  I must have over a hundred tentacular arms.  They are still wrapped all over my body, still touching and stroking, although with much less fervor.

The cum around me is washed away in milk.  The floor around me is constantly wet, always refreshed.

I am next to a lake.  I dive my heads under the surface and gulp it all down.  I swallow several swimming pools of milk in a matter of minutes, without looking any bigger from the amount.  It's delicious and consequenceless.

My rear dips into a pool of cum.  I feel myself to be at the bottom of the valley.  I decide to suck it all in.  The surface lowers, and lowers until it actually seems to jump for my pussies to fill them all the way to the last drop.

I shudder.  It's too much for me to take.  I grow once again.

Now, I feel better.  I can finally relax.

Third state of my desire.  I am completely drunk.  My head is spinning.  Sex is my alcohol.  It loses me in a euphoria that will last until the late morning.  I am happy and fine.  Nothing, not even a nuclear attack could wipe this big, stupid smile off my faces.

I've lost my hindquarters over the horizon.  My body's run off somewhere, beyond my sight.  I can feel my last few pairs of legs being submerged in a lake of milk.  It's comfortable.

Exhausted, I turn to my side.

I could turn this way several times before needing to twist my rearmost portion.  I decide to turn around a few more times.  I display every single of my body at once.  To whom?...  It doesn't matter.  I'm too busy giggling.  I hear myself giggle and it makes me giggle more.  I must be looking like a nutcase at the moment.

I must calm myself down.  Breath, deep breath.

I realize that I am alone.

Sexy circle... but vicious circle.

I'm a multiplicator.  My [i]modus operandi[/i] is to [i]multiply with my very being[/i].

My rear end tingles.  I feel it, rushing from toes to heads, this wonderful sensation that's as fun to feel as it is to watch.  I see myself actually split in two, completely, becoming a vixen in two places at the same time, no longer confined to a single body.  I can move each of my selves independently, like I've done so many times before.  I'm familiar to this state of being.  I could be a small town.  I could be a city.  I could be a nation or a whole galaxy, full of myself in every sense of the words.  Too confident, too pretentious, too vain but feeling so, so satisfied!

With this, I hug myself and close my eyes.  In the process, I penetrate myself anew in some places.  My leaking has slowed down to a comfortable trickle.  I guess I will keep on going this way until I wake up with a sober mind.

I allow myself a few kisses.  My arms and my tentacles wrap around the two of me.  I'm alone but surrounded.  The best service is given by oneself.  I may look silly, but it's not like someone is looking at me and jotting down my every move and thought.  I am in private.  My privacy is home to my excess.

Whenever someone will ask for a dozen, I will say two dozens.  When he will ask for a hundred, I will say a thousand.  To a million, I will say billions.  I will one-up until the idea is caught.  I will grow in ways sometimes silly, sometimes teasing, sometimes sexy, from the unsuspected to the surprising.

Self-proclaimed avatar of abundance, I will always strive for even [i]more[/i].